CHAPTER 143 


September 12, 2011 


“A suspect in the murders in Inaba was safely arrested recently.” 


Maya and Justin were sitting on the couch, watching television because they really 
didn’t have much better to do. Except maybe sleep in Maya’s case; apparently she 
had to move televisions around again today, so she was kind of out of it, her eyelids 
drooping as she stared at the blinking screen in front of her. In retrospect, she 
probably should have just told Justin to get lost and let her sleep; wasn’t like he was 
looking for anything to watch on television anyway, he was just trying to kill time. 
Justin groaned a bit as the news started up, still talking about Mitsuo. It was a 
month ago that the guy had been captured; by this point it was getting ridiculous. 


“I can’t believe they still talk about this shit...” Maya remarked, tired but annoyed 
all the same. It was all over now, so she just didn’t get why the news continued to 
talk about it. The investigation team had been beaten, broken, and left for dead by 
all of this murder business on several occasions, hell Maya still had a slight scar 
from where she had taken a bullet to the gut, you didn’t see any of them still talking 
about it. At this point they were just beating a dead horse. Mitsuo was a terrible 
person who did terrible things; but he was in incarceration now, and he would be for 
the rest of his days most likely. That’s it. End of the story. Nothing more to say. 
Wrap. Cut. Print it. Call it quits. There’s nothing left. Nothing at all. 


“That’s the media for you. They'll rag on this guy so long as it gets them ratings and 
cash; and as long as people give a shit, they’Il keep bashing the guy’s reputation 
into a wall. Pfft. Not like he hadn’t done that himself.” Justin corrected himself a bit, 
realizing the media really wasn’t all to blame for a murderer having a bad 
reputation. That kind of came with the territory of being a murderer, you know. 
Well... most of the time anyway. There were obviously objections. Maya sighed a 
bit, perhaps Justin’s remark scratching a little deeper than it should of. It was hard 
to talk about this kind of stuff around her for the very reason that she had been 
there done that. But the difference was, Maya saved lives when she put a bullet in 
that fucker’s skull. Mitsuo was just trying to get attention. Justin wasn’t sure if she 
just didn’t understand that, or if she just had regret. It must be hard to pretend you 
weren’t a cold blooded killer; to pretend you hadn’t spilt someone's blood all over 
the concrete. 


“| guess... | don’t know; | think the guy really believed what he was doing was 
alright.” Maya sighed a bit, sympathizing for Mitsuo’s misguided ways. To her, it 
seemed he was just a man who needed someone's attention; anyone’s attention. 
And this was the last place he could turn; murder. She couldn’t condone what he 
had done, but she could understand what had driven him to that point... Or at least 


try to anyway. Justin just eyed her out of the corner of his eye, a sad expression on 
his face. One of these days he was going to have to tell her he knew about what 
happened; that she had done the right thing, that she didn’t have to live life in a 
shadow anymore. She needed to move on from that; and while she had done a good 
job of living life without the memory hanging over her head, you could tell she still 
thought about it. Especially when the topic of murder had been on the table. Made 
you wonder why she wanted to get involved in a murder investigation in the first 
place. Perhaps it was for redemption; feeling as though she hadn’t done enough just 
saving Justin’s life from a mad man. Maybe it was just because she had a pure 
heart. Hell, maybe it was just so she could feel like she belonged to part of a group, 
of a community. Maybe it was so she would feel less alone. No one could really say 
but Maya, and for now, he lips were sealed. Justin sighed a bit, eyes darting back 
over to the television screen. He was about to flip the channel, put Maya’s mind and 
heart at ease, but then a strange comment assaulted his ears. 


“But what few people know is that the mastermind who brought him to justice was a 
high school detective.” That froze Justin dead in his tracks. It was a true remark; but 
it wasn’t something that should have been public knowledge. The only person other 
than the investigation team’s members who would know that is Adachi, and while 
he WAS a bit of a blabber mouth, Justin doubted he’d give credit to a bunch of kids. 
After all, there was a raise in his paycheck for him if he kept his mouth shut and 
said he and Dojima were responsible. And Justin was fine with that; he wasn’t much 
for being singled out, on television or otherwise, anyway. Someone had to tell the 
media though, and since Adachi seemed ruled out on the matter, that meant it had 
to be one of them, right? Maya and Justin quickly exchanged a glance of confusion. 


“Someone took credit?” Justin questioned. Seemed the only reason one of the 
investigation team members would ever mention they had a hand in the matter. 
The problem was, Justin couldn’t really think of anyone who would want to take 
credit for this. His thoughts went to Yosuke at first, but it was clear he was doing 
this in Saki-Senpai’s memory, in her honor. Yeah, it sounded like something he 
would do, but Justin sincerely doubted it. Kanji perhaps? He might have been 
blabbering and had the remark slip off his tongue. He couldn’t think of anyone who 
would intentionally bring it up though... 


“But... Why?” Maya questioned, just as puzzled by this as he was. “Wouldn’t 
everyone just think they were crazy if they brought up the whole Persona thing? No 
wait, could probably leave out the television part... B-But still. | don’t...” Maya 
choked up a bit, a little concerned about this in some way. Partially because she 
didn’t want her name getting put out on the table if it was true someone spilled the 
beans. Especially if the Personas were brought into this, especially if the television 
world was brought up. It’s... not exactly impossible to trace similar remarks back to 
her, and if someone were to say the television world was the mechanism of death 
for the announcer, Saki, and Marooka... well, that would be very problematic. 
Especially with Naoto watching her like a hawk. Hell, half the reason she ran away 


from home was because she was afraid she’d get caught; she... she didn’t want to 
run again. 


“Tonight's report will focus on this Detective Prince, Naoto Shirogane, whose 
handsome looks are sweeping the nation. Thanks for being on the show.” 


“WHAT!?” Justin’s voice echoed through the house with furious shock. Naoto was 
getting credit for solving the crime; she had stepped forward and said she was 
responsible. She didn’t do jack shit! She stood there asking ridiculous questions and 
pointing fingers at anyone who so much as walked past the victim at some point. 
The investigation team were the ones who did everything, not this selfish attention- 
whoring bitch. Justin didn’t want recognition for doing what was right, but he’d be 
damned if he let this... vile creature try to ride off of someone else’s good deed just 
to boost her career and reputation. “SHE’S THE ONE WHO TOOK THE CREDIT!?” He 
screamed, eyebrows dropping into a glare. It’s a wonder the neighbors didn’t hear. 
Though to be fair, that’s probably because Justin didn’t have neighbors; his house 
was all by its lonesome near the end of some dead end street. It WAS a summer 
house after all. 


“Not cool.” Maya remarked, shaking her head a bit. She didn’t like Naoto too much 
either, but where as Justin didn’t like Naoto because she had done nothing but 
harass them and make a mockery of all they stood for, Maya didn’t like Naoto 
because she was afraid of her. After all, if someone was very clearly onto something 
you did that was very VERY illegal, you would be too. It was probably for the best 
that Maya stayed home during the trip for that very reason. 


“No, no, the pleasure is all mine.” Naoto’s voice echoed from Justin’s television set. 
You could see Justin restraining himself from jumping up out of his seat and 
punching a hole in his television, just so that one less person in the world could 
watch this bullshit. He probably could have just changed the channel, of course; but 
as we all know, logic is for nerds and people who like the pretend they solved a 
crime they had no part in. Though Justin supposed there was little logic in the latter 
option. You had to be a real idiot to think you’d get away with that; especially when 
a psychopath like Justin was the one being wronged. She better lock her doors extra 
tight tonight. Actually, second thought; don’t do that. It’ll only make it harder to get 
out when Justin sets her whole goddamn house on fire. 


“Yeah, | bet it is, you bitch!” Justin contined to snarl at the television, pure fury 
pulsating through his veins like heroin in a junky. Of course, he looked like he was 
about to break something, so Maya extended her arm as though to block him off 
from doing something stupid, giving him a disapproving look the whole time. 


“Justin, calm down.” She spoke condescendingly, as though speaking to an angered 
brat at the mall. Justin glared at her for a moment, annoyed that she was treating 
him like a kid when he was entirely right. She didn’t deserve recognition for 
something THEY had done. She didn’t deserve to get credit for sitting on her ass 


and being a huge bitch, accusing anyone who so much as looked at her the wrong 
way of being the murder. God, if only Justin’s ability to enter a television screen 
worked both ways. He’d punch the television screen, have his fist go through one 
end, come out the camera, and smack her right upside her head. That’d teach her. 
Justin groaned and sighed a after a moment, shaking his head and leaning back in 
his couch. He supposed there was no use in shouting at the television screen. He’d 
save it for the next time he saw her. 


“First, congratulations to you and the police for your recent arrest of the culprit. It 
was well-known that there were a lot of mysteries surrounding this case, and you 
did a great job clearing them up.” The news anchor went on to discuss with Naoto. 
Justin’s eyes just seemed to deepen their glare with anger as word after word 
poured out, powerless to stop Naoto from attention-whoring. She was just the worst 
kind of person, wasn’t she? But then, it’s not like he could say, ‘no, we solved the 
crime’ anyway. They didn’t want credit, and anything short of proving they 
themselves were the ones who caught the culprit would fall on deaf ears. And so, 
Naoto would get away with this little charade. She would get away with lying and 
pretending she accomplished something she had no role in. And Justin, and Maya, 
and any of the investigation team watching the news right now was powerless to do 
anything. They just had to sit there and watch as all their work and efforts were 
made a mockery of by some fifteen year old girl trying to play detective. 


“I'd hesitate to say that the matter Is "cleared up," as such. It's true that our 
suspect was behind Mr. Morooka's unfortunate death. But when | cast my eye over 
the case as a whole, | detect a few things that seem out of place.” Naoto mused 
allowed, slouched over the desk that had been separating her interviewer and her, 
as though contemplating the matter. Justin just rolled his eyes and threw his hand 
up. So not only was she going to take this opportunity to steal the investigation 
team’s accomplishments, but she was most likely going to call him and Maya out on 
being murderers again. This was just getting to a point of pure stupidity now. Maya 
seemed to shake slightly, perhaps fearing the same thing as Justin; that Naoto was 
onto her game, and willing to spill the beans. She wasn’t a suspect in the Hanged 
Man cases like Justin had been, but she most certainly was in the Burned Man case 
back in California. And if Naoto so wished to make a connection... well, shit. 


“Don’t worry so much; she’s got no evidence.” Justin remarked trying to calm Maya 
down. That only served to catch her off guard though. She was well aware that 
Justin was accused of being a murderer; she was probably the only person Justin 
had told about it. She obviously wasn’t afraid of that though, because they 
obviously did nothing wrong. Evidence was irrelevant. That meant that if Justin was 
bringing evidence into the equation, he was talking about something that actually 
WOULD produce evidence. Like shooting a gangster in the face six times. 


“Wh-What do you mean?” Maya nervously stammered, eyes darting about the room 
in panic, avoiding eye contact lest Justin see through her lies. As if the lack of eye 


contact wasn’t going to be a give away. Justin bit his bottom lip a bit, eyes widening 
as he realized he might have accidentally let on that he knew about the murder. 


“W-Well we didn’t do anything, so there’s nothing against us, right?” Justin 
nervously covered his tracks. Maya nervously blinked a couple times before turning 
her attention back to the television, passing a quick glance back Justin’s way very 
two seconds. This didn’t sit well with her at all; paranoia had found it’s way to her, 
gripping her as Justin slipped up. Justin’s reaction followed the same suit with him 
nervously sitting there hoping that lie would serve as an adequate explanation. Or 
at the very least serve to let Maya know he didn’t blame her for what she did. If he 
wasn’t pressing her on the topic of murder, and in fact trying to reassure her on the 
matter, shouldn’t that just go to show he cared enough about her to not put her in 
harm’s way? To keep her secret safe from the likes of people like Naoto? Perhaps he 
just didn’t realize how big of a secret this was. This wasn’t your typical ‘I like so and 
so,’ secret; this was the act of taking away the life of another human being. It was a 
burden that no person should have to carry; yet if they dropped it, it was like 
nothing would even have mattered at all. Straight to the slammer with you. No, she 
couldn’t trust Justin to help her carry her secret; it was just too risky... even if she’d 
trust him with anything else. 


“Oh... Like what?” 


“Unfortunately, | cannot divulge details at this time. But this matter claimed the 
lives of three people. Hence, | believe even the smallest inconsistency must be 
investigated.” Naoto continued, trying to sound like she knew shit even though she 
clearly didn’t. If she was as smart as she acted, she’d realize that Justin was literally 
going to contemplate murder over this. You want to call him a murderer? Fine, he'll 
make you a man of your world. Or woman. Whatever. Point was, if her intent was to 
piss Justin off, she succeeded. Oh boy did she succeed. Justin groaned a bit as the 
conversation went on, his hand slowly searching around for the remote. If he wasn’t 
getting the opportunity to bust a cap in someone's ass, he might as well watch 
something that wasn’t going to make him kick a puppy in the face. Twice. 


“I... |see. | have to say, this is a surprise in light of the police's official statement. N- 
Now for our next segment, ‘The Detective Prince's True Identity,’ where Naoto-kun 
tells us a little bit about himself. Amazingly, the Detective Prince has solved a 
whopping 24 cases. 16 of them were...” The interviewer went on until Justin finally 
managed to find the remote and switch the channels to Scrubs. Seriously, he swore 
this show was cancelled ages ago. Was it all just re-runs now or something? Not that 
he was complaining, but you know. He sighed a bit, pressing his hand against his 
forehead with annoyance as he sank back into his couch, glad to be rid of the 
bothersome noise that was Naoto’s insufferable egotistical voice. 


“| can’t believe we tried to make peace with that bitch.” Justin remarked after a 
moment, shaking his head with digust. They had invited her to their clubbing, they 


had tried to be friends, they tried to be nice, and she went and stole from right 
under their nose. He just hoped he wasn’t the only one who wasn’t going to stand 
for this shit. 


“Justin, calm down and take your pills.” Maya remarked sarcastically, again jabbing 
at the attitude. He was right, she agreed with what he was saying, but he was 
getting way too angry over something as trivial as credit. It just bugged him so 
much to see her succeeding for something she didn’t even do. Justin’s eyebrows 
dropped as he turned to Maya, not really pissed, but not too amused either. 


“| would but they’re suppositories. Unless you'd like to help.” Justin joked, though 
he managed to make the comment with as straight a face and as serious a tone as 
possible to sell the illusion that he was in fact taking suppository pills. And Maya 
one hundred percent believed him for a moment. 


“Oh. Oh gross. | think I’m gonna vom-“ 


| don’t think | need to explain what happened here. Just know that it was very 
messy. And it kind of smelled like instant noodles. 


